Sometimes at night the enemy would call out to
the garrison that their friends had all been beaten
and that their own turn was coming next. The
garrison shouted back that the rebels had better tie
up their bundles and be off, for tlie British army
would soon be coming, to which the enemy replied
with showers of abuse and musketry. Meanwhile
July had gone out and August had come in without
any further sign of relief, yet eight o'clock each
evening found both officers and men still watching
for the trail of a rocket in the southern skv.
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